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One 


| stared at him from the hotel bed. | saw how he flipped his red hair out of his eyes. Even in the dim light of 
the hotel room | could see the reddish color of his eyelashes. | felt my breath being taken away. Axl. | just 
thought his name in my head but said nothing. He spoke enough for the both of us. 


"Hey," he said in that gruff way of his, as though he just happened to stop by this room on his way to 
somewhere else. He lied to himself. That always made me smile. He didn't lie to anybody else, and if anyone 


asked him point blank he'd admit to what we're doing, but of course no one would. 


| just smiled, my slow, sexy smile. Sexy, | hoped. | didn't know. | had teeth that straggled across my smile and 
hair that was always in my eyes, corkscrew curls. | couldn't figure that stuff, though. Axl had these small, too 
close together, yellow stained teeth but that didn't detract from his beauty. Nothing did, not for me, anyway. | 
loved his stained teeth and the fact that he was short and his red/gold eyelashes and the light freckles 


splashed across his cheeks and the bridge of his nose. 


| half sat up, and | wore jeans under the covers. He was fully dressed. | wanted to change that. | stood up, 
feeling the thick lush hotel carpet under my feet. Axl was wearing jeans and his ass-less chaps over those, 
and a T-shirt and a vest over that, and cowboy boots. He didn't usually wear this many clothes. 


| stumbled over to him, maybe | was drunk already but | didn't feel it. | felt alive, and clear, and pulsing with 
things, the way | always felt around him, the way | felt the first time | heard that banshee scream. 


| caught him, holding his shoulders lightly, and he twisted like he wanted to get away, and he slid his eyes to 
the side as though he couldn't stand to look at me. Maybe he couldn't. | didn't know what went on in his head. 


I'd never know. 


"Hi," | said, my voice low, and | leaned in toward him and tilted his head toward mine and kissed him. | slipped 
the vest off him as my tongue explored his mouth. | heard the vest land soft on the rug, and | wanted to get 
the T-shirt off him, and then all the pants he was wearing. In our club days he would wear those ass-less 
pants over nothing but a thong he got out of some girlfriend's closet. 


"Slash," he said, his voice still gruff but lower, the deep baritone of his natural speaking voice. | knew he 
twisted and contorted that baritone to get the demon screech in so many of our songs. | lead him to the bed 
and he came because he wanted this, too, even if he couldn't admit it. He didn't have to. | took what | could get. 


| touched his hair, that sleek red sheet that slipped over his shoulders. I'd never seen him with short hair, not 
even pictures. He let me touch him, looking at me if | didn't try to look in his eyes, and | moved his hair aside 
so | could catch his earlobe between my teeth. | felt him shiver, he liked that, so | did it more, softly tugging 


at his earlobe with my teeth. Then | stopped and slipped his T-shirt off of him, and | saw the gleam of the 
silver nipple ring and the ridges of bone that made up his rib cage. 


"Axl," | said, his name just a whisper, and | didn't have words to follow his name. | didn't think there needed to 
be any. | pushed him so he was lying down and | leaned over, capturing the nipple ring between my teeth and 
tugging just slightly, and he moaned. | encircled it with my lips while my other hand slipped down to the 


complicated matter of the ass-less chaps over jeans. 


"Why are you wearing so many clothes?" | said, moving off him, sitting on the rug by his feet so | could get 
his boots off, and he watched me under a sheath of red hair, his eyes half closed, his lips parted. | felt my 
breathing speed up just looking at him. 


"Huh?" | said, coming up, leaning over him, pulling his hair to make him extend his neck and | felt like | could 


suck on it like a vampire. He closed his eyes but he smiled. He liked it rough. 


| let go of his hair and turned my attention to the contraption of these leather chaps over the jeans, and he 
had a belt over the leather pants, which were over the jeans. First things first. | unbuckled the belt and slipped 
it from around his waist and dropped it to the floor. | went at the tie to the leather pants, gripping rawhide 
between my fingers. Axl. | had to work to get the leather pants down over his jeans, but he shifted and moved 
his hips and lifted his butt so | could get them off, and finally | was down to just his jeans. 


| buried my head in his stomach, dipping my tongue around his navel, feeling him squirm beneath me. He didn't 
like this so well but | did it anyway. Maybe as punishment for how many clothes he had been wearing, for 


making me work. | lifted my head, the tendrils of my curls still brushing against his pale white skin My dad 
was white, half my family was white, but no one had been as white as he was. No one in my family had the 


delicate, translucent whiteness of a redhead. 


| undid the button to his jeans with my teeth, feeling the cold metal in my mouth, feeling the rough denim 
under my calloused fingertips. | could feel his hipbones beneath his jeans. | ran my hand over the twin ridge of 
bone, and then down to the V of his crotch, running my palms up his inner thighs, using more pressure as | 
went. | looked up at him suddenly, taking in his half closed eyes, red gold eyelashes nearly resting against his 
pale cheeks. | saw how his breathing was quick and shallow, his chest rising and falling with his breaths. 


"Ready?" | said, my voice gruff now. He nodded but didn't speak. Now he was the speechless one. 


